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Summary 

we're gonna groove 

bv nezstorm 


It’s not only because it’s Stiles’ birthday that he does it. He likes it, 
likes the way the material feels against his skin. Likes the way it 
makes him feel: free and bold and so much more eager. The fact that 
Stiles loves it so much, gets so much more hungry for him is just a 
byproduct. A very pleasurable one. 




















we're gonna groove 


It’s not only because it’s Stiles’ birthday that he does it. He likes it, likes the 
way the material feels against his skin. Likes the way it makes him feel: 
free and bold and so much more eager. The fact that Stiles loves it so much, 
gets so much more hungry for him is just a byproduct. A very pleasurable 
one. 

But when Derek puts on the gray lace panties Stiles got for him the other 
week, when he slips on the stockings he bought online as a surprise, it is all 
for Stiles. An early morning gift to spoil them both. 

Stiles is still asleep when he enters their bedroom so Derek crawls up on the 
bed and sits on his hips, wakes Stiles up with soft kisses and gentle nibbles 
along his jaw. 

Stiles is slow to wake up, but it seems to be an instinct for him to respond to 
Derek by now, to reach for him. He’s still sleepy and very much lost in the 
deep, easy play of their lips as he slides his hands up Derek's legs until his 
fingers find the lace. 

That seems to bring him all the way to consciousness and Stiles breaks 
away with a gasp . 

An insistent: "Show me.", as if because he can't quite believe that Derek is 
doing this, that Derek dressed up for him. 

So Derek stands up on the bed, feet planted on either side of Stiles' hips and 
lets Stiles looks his fill even as he can feel the tips of his ears heat up and 
redden slightly. 

Stiles is leaning up on his elbows, mouth open and eyes wide and hungry as 
he looks Derek up from the grey stockings to the matching lace panties 
rimmed with black and topped with a bow in the middle. Derek is aware of 



how he looks. Of how the panties are stretched almost obscenely around his 
hard dick, the tip peeking out slightly over the top. 

Stiles reaches for him mindlessly, tries to drag him down and kiss him, 
touch him, thank him in the way that works for them best when words don’t 
seem like quite enough. 

He's smiling as he slides his hand up one of Derek's legs and Derek smiles 
back and pushes him away with his leg, presses him down on the bed with 
his foot and takes over. He keeps him down as he slides his hands down his 
chest emboldened by the look in Stiles’ eyes, the breathy curse that slips 
from his lips. He moves his palms down his stomach and hips, plucks at the 
waistband of his underwear as he smirks down at Stiles. 

He knows that Stiles is so close to losing it already, can see it in the way 
Stiles is worrying his lower lip, in how coiled his body is, fingers twisting 
in the sheets and so close to tearing at them. In how his hips are twitching, 
arching up towards Derek. Begging. 

And it’s all just from seeing Derek like this and Derek knows it's not just 
the way he's dressed, not just the sexy underwear, but the way Derek 
presents for him, looks down at Stiles with hunger and pride and lust and 
love. He's doing this because Stiles mentioned it far back, but he's enjoying 
himself as well and that's what matters most to Stiles: that Derek is taking 
pleasure in what he’s doing for Stiles. 

Stiles tries to pull him down again, tries to touch and lick and bite, but 
Derek holds him down even as he reaches inside the panties and strokes 
himself slow and steady with his eyes dark and set on Stiles. 

He keeps on moving his hand, the other one moving up to flick a nipple, 
pinch it, and Stiles moans as his gaze locks lower and he sees a wet patch 
forming at the front of Derek's panties. 

"Derek, c'mon." He begs, and his voice sounds hoarse, strained. 

Derek complies after a few more agonizing minutes, sits down on Stiles 



again and lets Stiles drag him down for a ferocious kiss. Nimble fingers 
drag all over Derek's skin, down his sides, nails raking down his shoulders 
as his hips buck into Derek mindlessly. They slide down down until Stiles 
slips them under the panties, grabs handfuls of Derek's ass and presses them 
together that bit closer as they rut. 

He slips his fingers even lower, over the crease of Derek's ass to press them 
against Derek's hole and tease him there, the way Derek did. But the 
moment Derek feels him touch there Stiles comes to a full stop even as 
Derek arches back into the touch, already wet and stretched for Stiles. 

Stiles breaks the kiss to moan then, takes a moment to breathe. Derek uses 
the opportunity to bite down his neck, suck and nibble at the sensitive spot 
just below Stiles' chin and Stiles arches into him helplessly even as he 
pushes two fingers into Derek. 

It rips a deep groan out of him and Derek has to surge back in for a fierce 
kiss. 

It's a fumble from there: Stiles fucking Derek with his fingers for just a 
moment before Derek is sitting up and crouching above Stiles. He moves to 
slide his panties down, but Stiles stops him. Tells him breathlessly to leave 
them on and just pulls them to the side as Derek lowers himself onto Stiles. 

Stiles seems to try and stop himself from thrusting up into Derek, but Derek 
doesn't want to wait. He sinks all the way down and sets a fast, hard rhythm 
without pausing for breath. Because he needs this, needs to finally feel 
Stiles inside and he’s so close already from the show he put for Stiles. He 
just need a bit more. 

Stiles lets him take over, take what he want from him. One of his hands 
keeping the panties stretched to the side, the other clutching at Derek's hip 
as he thrusts up into him to match the beat. It's fast, so fast, and it'll be over 
all too soon, but they're both already too worked up to wait. Too close to 
stall. 


Stiles plants his feet on the bed, rising his knees for better leverage and it 



makes Derek lean forwards, changes the angle just enough, just enough for 
Derek to start losing his rhythm. He watches Stiles watch him with half- 
lidded eyes: Stiles’ eyes dark and glazed, chest flushed and heaving, broken 
sounds falling from his swollen lips. 

Derek feel Stiles’ fingers pry from Derek his hip, but he doesn’t pay 
attention to it until he wraps them around Derek's cock. Stiles jerks him off 
matching it to the pace of their thrusts and Derek can’t take anymore. It’s 
too much, just enough for his back arch as he momentarily stills, come 
spilling over Stiles' hand and torso. 

Stiles fucks him through and it’s not long before Derek feels him follow, 
coming deep inside Derek with Derek's name on his lips. 

Derek falls down on him, lies on his chest as he seeks out Stiles' lips for a 
sloppy, uncoordinated kiss that Stiles doesn’t seem to have the strength to 
reciprocate. But it’s good, so good. Still perfect. 

It's long minutes before they regain their breath, before they can kiss longer 
and sweeter and Stiles runs his hands down over him in soothing motions. 

"I think I ruined your panties." he tells Derek with a grin. 

And Derek can only laugh. Can only mutter "Happy birthday" and kiss him 
again and again until they doze off together. Both dirty with sweat and 
come, too comfortable to care about anything else than this. 



Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed 

their work! 



